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Mm? 



ELL, I must buckle to, and put a-cfood face- 
VH^T/I ^-pre-face) on the matter as 1 have to introduce,- 


me latest addition to the already considerable^ 
t , ,^v family of Crane -reprints. « XT _ 

Here we have those delightful rigmaroles ONE, TWO, 

.BUCKLE MY SHOE "anVX 6APUSLO-W1 DEMoi4 


-WAI)DLIN-C>' FRDO : but what, it rmy be asked, is MY 

MOTHER, 'boind in sue h company ? 1 shreudly sus^ 
pect,if we knew the Truth, that she is really the author oF 
both . It is probable. , however, that both legends have been 
transmitted through a lonj£ line of mothers, assisted, pen 
-haps, by nurses , but 1 had them direct from my Mother. 


A pleas inc? romance of domestic incident runs through 
One,' Two, Buckle my shoe”, while ‘the “Wa^lin^ Trogg 
shows a rich and sumptuous imagination. , if a. little in; 
coiyecjueut except numericalty- but if he sets us a^fape wifh 
aslomshmenf , "his ovm Wide-M.outh > ’seems capacious^ 
enough to swallow all the marvels by land or Sea. which, 
he enumerates. 

These two are c^uite early Cranes - almost prehistoric 
Cplease notice , hoiaevepthe up-todate additions): 

' rW Mother is mid -Victorian T ) usi after crinolines 
had £&me out _ but mothers are always in fashion. 


bless them,- ahb you also .hear children, .whether of 
the olb or the new worlb, \vho, having chosen your - * 
patents wisely, Have become possessors of this book- 
may yovee shoes never want buckling, anb if by a 
7w mischance you shoulb lose one, may GoobHucR 
afwa/j fihb a spare one for you, ahb so set you ore 
you r feet a^in. 




T^zU/l^/L 


bvensin^on ,^Jun.e K)io. 
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O/ i Nineteen, Twenty. 
} — " /• My plate is empty. 
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Close to an old womans apple-stall. 
Four puppies with our dog Hall, 

^ Who daily for their breakfast call. 

Three monkeys tied to a log. 


Two puddings’ ends, would choke a dog, 
Or a gaping, wide-mouthed, waddling frog. 
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even fofsters rn 

As fresh as any heart could 
Six joiners in Joiners’ Mall, 
Working with their tools and all. 
Five beetles against the wall. 

Close to an old woman’s apple-stall. 
Four puppies with our dog Ball, 

Who daily for their breakfast call, 
Three monkeys lied to a log. 

Two puddings' ends, would choke a dog, 

Or a gaping, wide-mouthed, waddling frog. 


a drslx, 


wish. 
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- rcjhx peacoc 

I wonder how they all got there ? 

You don’t know, and I don’t care. 

Seven lobsters in a dish, as fresh as any heart could wish. 
Six joiners in Joiners’ Hall, working with their tools and all. 
^Juve beetles against the wall, close to* an old woman’s apple-stall. 

Four puppies with our dog Ball, who daily for their breakfast call. 
Three monkeys tied to a log. 

Two puddings’ ends, would choke a dog. 

Or a gaping, wide-mouthed, waddling frog 
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Fitjps sarliruj on tfi< 


e marn.. 


Some bound for France, and some for Spain ; 
I wish them all safe back again. 

Eight peacocks in the air, 

I wonder how they all got there? 

You don’t know, and I don’t care. 

Seven lobsters in a dish, 

As fresh as any heart could wish. 

Six joiners in Joiners’ Hall, 

Working with their tools and all. 

Five beetles against the wall, 

Close to an old woman’s apple stall. 

Four puppies with our dog Hall, 

Who daily for their breakfast call. 

Three monkeys tied to a log. 

Two puddings’ cuds, would choke a dog, 

Or a gaping, wide*mouthed, waddling frog. 
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And when 1 see thee hang thy head, 
'Twill be my turn to watch thy bed. 

And tears of sweet affection shed, 

My Mother. 

For God, who lives above the skies, 
Would look with vengeance in His (yes, 
If 1 should ever dare despise 

My Mother. 
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